He did not answer and the little joke died in the air.
Bhakaroff went to the wall at the far end of the room and
looked at the old photos. "Don't they look funny?" he
said, because he knew they did.

"Some of them are a scream/' Sybil said. "I like best
Isolde in a crinoline. Do you think we'll look like that to
other singers fifty years from now?"

"Are you sure they will look at our picture/' he asked,
amused. "At yours anyway/' she answered and made him
smile still more.

" Did I ever tell you the story of Vreuwer's ashes?" he
said; "I didn't? It's one of my best stories. You see, Vreuwer
was a basso profundo, Dutch, not good, not bad, but a real
trooper. He caught pneumonia and died within a few days,
and there was not a soul in the world to claim dead Vreuwer.
Finally the Met. found out that some of his brothers still
lived in a village in Holland, and cabled them to ask what
they should do with him. The brothers must have had the
idea that Vreuwer had become a rich American and they
cabled back: e Cremate and send ashes, deduct expenses from
money left and send rest along with ashfcs.' It so happened
that Vreuwer did rot leave a nickel but this was only found
out after his ashes had been collected. There were cables
and letters going back and forth. c We paid for your brother's
cremation and urn/ said the Metropolitan. * Refund us the
money and we'll send you what's left of him.'

"'You can keep the urn and the ashes/ replied the
brothers. * We are not so crazy as to send money to America
for something we did not want in the first place.' And so
the Met. was left with a cremated basso profundo on its
hands. At first they did not know what to do with him, but
Etully they found a good place. He and his urn were put
among the props, in the prop. room. I think he played in
Orpheus and also in Titus after he was dead. Like to have
a look at Vreuwer's urn some time?**
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